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Of these the Worthiest still selected stand,                25
Still lead the Senate, and still Save the land:
Social, not Selfish, here, O Learning! trace
Thy Friends, the Lovers of all Human Race!
In a dark Bottom sunk, O Bristol! now,
With native Malice, lift thy lowering Brow!              30
Then as some Hell-born Sprite, in mortal Guise,
The Shape of Goodness borrows4 and belies,
All fair, all smug, to yon proud Hall invite,
To feast all Strangers, ape an Air polite!
From Cambria drained, or England''s western Coast,    35
Not elegant, yet costly Banquets boast!
Revere, or seem the Stranger to revere;
Praise, fawn, profess, be all Things but sincere;
Insidious now, our bosom Secret5 steal,
And these with sly sarcastic Sneer reveal.                 40
Present, we meet thy sneaking treacherous Smiles;
The harmless absent still thy Sneer reviles;
Such as in thee all Parts superior find,
The sneer that marks the Fool and Knave combin'd;
When melting Pity would afford Relief,                    45
The ruthless Sneer that Insult adds to Grief.
What Friendship canst thou boast? what Honours
claim?
To thee each Stranger owes an injur'd Name.
What Smiles thy Sons must in their Foes excite?
Thy Sons, to whom all Discord is Delight;                50
From whom eternal mutual Railing flows;
Who in each other's Crimes, their own expose:
Thy Sons, tho' crafty, deaf to Wisdom's Call;
Despising all Men, and despis'd by all: